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ally he opened his eyes and awakened to this new existence.
It was on the banks of the Neva, he relates in St. Petersburg
Mirages in Prose and Verse, that the revelation took place.
It was almost night and the temperature was thirty degrees
below zero. The nostrils of the cab horses smoked. The river
was covered with a white sheet that gleamed like sugar. On
his right the palace of the Admiralty thrust its arrow into a
frozen lavender and yellow sky. Lumps of hard snow stuck
to the pillars of the Senate and the Synod. "A strange
thought stirred within me. ... It seemed to me at that
moment I understood something which I had sensed before
without ever having expressed it; it seemed to me I had just
awakened to a new world that was foreign to me, one which
I had known until then only through obscure tales and mys-
terious signs. I think my real existence began at that mo-
ment."
What was this world to which he had just awakened?
"They were strange, weird figures, quite prosaic, which had
nothing of Don Carlos and Posa, but were actually honorary
councilors, although honorary councilors of a fantastic
species."
Yes, perhaps all these chinovniks, these civil servants with
frozen noses, these young women with shabby muifs, had
emotions in no way inferior to those of princely heroes.
Petty bureaucrats, sick ragamuffins, maniacal old men and
drunkards, all of them lived fiercely their secrets, passions*
devotions or crimes. The oriental sets collapsed, the mighty
historical figures vanished forever. Only the poor folk, the
insulted and injured remained. "In some dark corner, there
is the heart of a pure and noble councilor, honorable and
loyal to his superior?, and with him, a litde girl, wronged and
sad. Their story tore my heart*"